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and a dislike of uncertainty.    I beg you to decide as quickly as possible.   These are my greatest faults.    Your penetrating eye will see a hundred other little ones, which I hope, however, will not exclude me from your favour.    .    .    ." Meanwhile Alexis warned the " Archon" Buri for heaven's sake not to take up with Goethe, whom he had failed to recommend on account of his vices.    "On account of his vices/'   One can trace here the after-effects of the recent criminal lawsuit, in which Goethe's name had been involved.    From the polite answer in which Buri referred him to Alexis as the proper channel of communication, Goethe thought he had some hope and wrote again to Buri, innocently calling Alexis one of his best friends, whom he had begged to tell the whole truth.    "He is not to pass over any of my faults, but he must not keep back my good points either.    But, with all that, I beg you kindly to take the pains to examine me yourself; for however clever Alexis may be, something may escape him which would be unpleasant to you.    In some respects I resemble a chameleon.    Is my Alexis to be blamed, then, if he has not yet studied all my phases?    .    .    .    We have a lot of blockheads in our city, as you no doubt very well know.    Let us suppose, now, such a one takes it into his head to join your society.    He asks his tutor to write a letter for him, and a most beautiful letter, too.   The tutor does so and the young man signs it.    In this way you are led to form a high opinion of his scholarship and initiate him without examination.    When you scrutinise him closely you find that you have added to your numbers, not a scholar, but a numskull.   That is unpardonable.    Now it is quite possible that I am such a one, and so you need to be on your guard." As a result of Schweitzer's reports, Wolfgang seems not to have been taken into the league.    But this is of minor importance.   What interests us here is the letters as evidence of the young poet's talents.   The facility in composition, the self-analysis, the dominating humour, with which the fourteen-year-old boy speaks of himself, show even in these formal letters the claw of the lion.